Siam
the horizon, filled now with a golden sadness
by the setting sun.   If nothing has changed
in my museum of yore, so, too, has everything
remained unaltered in this part of my native
town, which is falling more and more into
desuetude, as its maritime activity is little by
little being withdrawn.    The same stretches
of wall, covered with the same jasmine and
creepers;, the same Roman-tiled roofs, turning
yellow with the rust of time; the same chimneys
whose every outline I recognise so well against
the sky of this close of an autumn day.   The
trees of the gardens, which were already old
when I began to live, have not grown sensibly
older since.   The great elms of the ramparts,
which even then were centenarian, are still there,
forming a girdle as magnificent as ever with
their same green tufts.   And when everything
around has preserved itself unchanged, how
difficult it is to imagine, how hard to admit,
that I myself am nearly done with, amply
because I shall soon attain the number of years
allotted, without mercy, to the average of
existences.   Heavens 1 to finish when you feel
that nothing in you has changed, and that the
same zest for adventure, the same hunger after
the unknown would possess you sti33, did but